
I haue a way to winnc their Iqucs againq: 

Bring them before me. 

Baft* I wilt feeke them our. 

John* Nay ? but make haftq: the better footc before 
Q, let me haue no fubicfl enemies, 

When aduerfe Forrcyners affright my Townes 
With dreadfull pompe of flout inuafion. 

Be Mercuric, let feathers to thy heclcs* 

And flye (like thought) from them, to me againc* 

Baft* The fpi rit of the time (ball teach me fpecd;£.Y/J 
Iohn. Spoke like a ip rightful 1 Noble Gentle man 
Go after him : for he perhaps fhall neede 
SomeMdTengcr betwixt me, and the P eered, 

And be thouhcc. 

M?f* With all my heart, my Liege* 

John, My mother dead ? 

Enter Hubert* 

■ Hub. My Lord, they fay fiuc Moones were feene to 
Fours fixed, and chcfiftdid whirls about (night; 

The otherfoure, In wondrous motion, 
i lak, Fine Moencs ? 

Hub* Old men, ajid Bddames,io the ftrcccs 
Do propbefie vpon itdangeroufly : 

Yong Arthurs death i a common in their mouths, 

And when they talke of film, they flmke dickheads. 

And vvhifpct one another in the c t ne. 

And he that fpeakes, doth gripe the hearers wrift, 
Whilft he that hcares, make* fearcfull action 
With wrinkled brovyes, with nods, with tolling eye*, 
Ifawa Smith fraud with his hammer (thus) 

The whilft his Iron did on the Amfile coole. 

With open mouth (wallowing i Taylors newts. 

Who with his Shecres/and Meafure in his hand. 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte 
Had falfely thriift vpon contrary'feerc, 

Told ofa many thoufand warlike French, 

That were embatt^d, aftd' rank'd in Kent- 
Another leanc, vnwaflVd' Artificer, 

Cuts off his talc, and talke s of Arthurs death. 

1c > Why feck 1 ft thou to pofTciTe me with thefe fearcs? 
Why vrgeft thou io oft yong Arthurs death > 

Thy hand bath murdred him ; I had a mighty caufe 
To wifh him dead, but thou hadft none to kill him, 
//Nohad (my Lord?)why,did you not prouokemc? 
hibn. It is the curie of Kings, to be attended 
By (hues, that take then 1 humors for a warrant, 

To brCfLke within the bloody houfeoflift, 

And on the wdnking ofAuthorl tie 
To vnderftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Maiefly, when perchance it frownes 
More vpan humor, then aduis'd refpefh 

ffc£.Hcere is your hand and Seale for what I did, 
loft Ob > when the la ft accompt ewixt heaucn& earth 
Is to be made, then fhall this hand,and Seale 
Witnelfe agamft vs to dimnacion. 

How oft the light ot mcancs to do ill deeds* 

Make deeds ill done? Haffft not thou becne by, 

A fellow by rhehaudof Nature mark'd* 

Quoted, and figivd to.doa deede offoamc* 

Tins irmrther had not come into my mindc. 

But taking note of thy abhorred Afpcftj 
Finding thee fit forbloody villanic: 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in.danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthurs siczthi 
And: thou, to be endeered to a King, 

Made it no confidence to deflroy a Prince* 


mddeath cf lQng fobn. 


Hub. My Lord- 

/*A.Had*ft'thpu bat {Looke thy head, o* ma( j 
When I fpakc darkcly, what I purpofed: c a P^( 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt ypon my face j 
As bid me tell my tale in exprdfe words; 
Decpefhamehad flruck me dumbe,fnadeineb * 
And thole thy feares, might haue wrought fe ar ■ ^ 
But, thou didft vnderftand me by myfign cs CSina « 
And did ft in Agnes againe parley with finn®, 

Yea^witbouc flop, didft let thy heart confenr 
And eonfcquantly, thy rude hand to aSe ? 

The deed, which both our tongues held vildeto 
Out ofmy fight, and neuer fee me more: a ® C ' 

My Nobles kaue me, and my State is bnmed 
Euen at my gates, with rankes offoruig, Kp J 0 
Nayftn the body offthis fleThly Land, * 

This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breath- 
Hoftilitie, and duill tumult reignes 
Bctweenc my confcience,and my Colins death. 

Huh. Arme you agamft your other enemies: 
lie make a peace betweene your foule^and you, 

Yong Arthur is aliuc : This hand ofminc 
Isyeta maiden,and an innocent hand, 

N ot painted with the Crimfon fpots of bloody 
Within this bofome, neuer cnc.r$d yet 
The drcadfull motion of a murderous though^ 

And you haue flander’d Nature in my forme. 

Which howfoeuer rude exteriorly* 

Is yet thccouer of afayrer minde. 

Then to be butcher of an innocent childe, 

lohn , Doth Arthur li ue ?G haft thee to thePmes 
Throw this report on their incenlad rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience, 

Forgiae thcCommcntthacmy paffionmade 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blinde, 
Andfoule immsginarie eyes of blood 
Prcfented thee more tmteons then thou art, 
Oh,anfwer not ; but to my Cloffet bringj 
The angry Lords^ with all expedient haft, 

I coniurc thee but flowly; run more fa ft, Emu 


Sccena c Tertia. 


Enttr Arthur &n the walks* 

Ar . The Wall is high, and yet will I leapt dew 
Good ground be pittifull,and hurt me not: 

There^s few or noiic do know me, if they did, 

This Ship-boyes femblan.ee hath difguis’d mi quite* 

I ana afraide, and yet Ik venture it* 

If I get downer and do not breake mylimbes, 
lie fin dc a ehoufand ftiifts to get away i 
As good to dye, and go; as dye, and flay. 

Oh me, my Vnckles fpirk is in thefe ft ones, 
Heauen take my foule,and England keep my bones, Jiff 

Snter Pembroke > S alkbury Bigot . 

Sal * Lords, I will meet him at S * l 
It is our fafetie, and we trmft embrace 
Thia gentle offer of the per illows time* 

Pem * Who brought that Letter from the Carw- 
S*l f The Count Meloone^ a Noble Lord of France, 
W hotc priuate with me of the Dolpfijnes bue, 

Is much mote gener^it, then thefe lines 


WILLIAM SHAKESP 


-——SC-orrow morning let vs meete him then. ; 

H' 0trit her thenfet forward,for ’twill be 
„ Sa L. dayes iourncy (Lordsjor ere we meete. 

lV° Ion i> } Enter'BaftarA. 

a. Ones mo« to day vedl met, diflemper'd Lords, 

L by me reqtielh your prefence ftraight. 
rl'®*’ ‘ ^Jking hath difpofleft himfeUe ol vs, 

/ ‘ r Ivne hi* thnvbeftained cloake 

^ lt ^i /- the print of’olood where ere it walkes. 
l h3t ifandteUhlmCo :VVCknowrhcworft. 

BA/- Wh« ere yon thinkc,good words l thinkc 
wercbefl- 

/ Qur areef'es, and not our manners realon now. 
Botlhere is little ration in your greefe. 

Therefore ’cWwereafpn you had manners now. 

V m Sir, fir, impatience hath his primlcdge. 

<j[ s ttue, to hurt his mafter.no mans clfe. 
sJ This is the prifon: What is he lycs hcei c ? 
p Qhdeach.madeprcuJ with pure & princely bcuty, 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deede. 

Sit! Marcher, as hating what himfeUc hath done, 
Doihi'ay it open to vrge on rey enge. 

£jt Or when he doom'd this Beaune to a graue, 
Fouitd't too precious Princely, for 3 grant. 

Sd j t Sir RMkardy w f hat ihinkeyour you mac bchdd. 
Or haue you read, or liearo, or could you thinkc f 
Ordoyoualmoft thinkc, although yon lee; 

That you do fee ? Could thought, without this obiea 
Forme fuch another ? This is the very top, 

Theheighth, the Crcft : or Creftvnto the Creft 
Of murther* Atmes: This is the bloodicft flume, 

The wildeft Sauageiy, the vildeft ftrolfe 
That eoct wall-ey’d wiatb, or ftaringrage 
Piefentedtothe tcares offoft remorfe. 

Pint- All murther* paft, do ftand excus'd in this: 

And this fo foie, arid fo vnmatchcable, 

Shall giueaholinefte, a puritic. 

To the yet vnbegotten finne of times; 

And prone a deadly blood-fhedfbuc a self, 

Esimpled by this hey nous fpe&acle. 

Bafi. It is a damned,and a bloody wot kc, 
THegrarcelclfeadHon ofaheauy hand, 
ifthatit be the workc ofany hand, 

Sul. If that it be the worke of any hand ? 

Wehada kinde of light, what would enfue: 

It is the fhamefuli workc of Huberts hand, 
Thepra£fice,and thepurpofe oftbe king; 

From whofe obedience I fotbidmy foule. 

Kneeling before this roine of fweete life. 

And breathing to his breathlefleExcellence 
Thelncenfe of a Vow,a holy Vow: 

Neuer totaftethe pleafmes of the world, 

Neuer to be infe£led with delight, 

Nor conuetfartt with Eafe,aiid ldlenefle. 

Till I haue fet a glory to this hand. 

By giuing it the worChip of Renenge. 

Pem. Big. Our foules rcligioufly confirme thy words. 
Enter Hubert. 

Hub, Lords, t am hot with.hafte, in feeking you, 
Arthur doth liue, : the king hath fent for you. 

Sal. Oh he isfoold, and blnfhesnot at deaths 
Auant thou hateful! villain,gec'thee gone. - ' (The Law ? 
Hu. I am no villainef- ,|G ‘ r Sal. Mufti rob 

Baft. Your fword isbrtghtftr, put it vp agaihe. 

SaL Not tillT fheathit inartiurthtirers ikin. 
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Hnk Stand backe Lord Salsburyjftand backe J fay * 
By heauen^ I thinkc my fword*s as fharpe as yours* 

I would not haue you (Lord) forget your fclfe. 

Nor tempt the danger of roy true defence j 
Leaft Ip by marking of your rage^ forget 
your Worthy your Greatncfte, and Nobility* 

*Btg, Out dunghill: dar"ft thou braue a Nobleman ? 
Hub* Not for my life: But yet I-dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Emperor* 

Sal* Thou art a Mimhcrer. 


Hub* Donot proue mefo i 
Yet I am none- Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe* 
Nottruely fpeakes : who fpeakes noi trtiIy ? Lies- 
Pem * Cut him topecces. 

Bafh Keepe the peace, 1 fay- 

SaL Stand by, or I fhall gaail you Fmlambridge. 

Baft. Thou wer’c better gaul the diuell Salsbury* i 
ifthoiibutfrowne onme ; orftirrethy foote, 

Or reach thy haftie fplecncto do mcfliame, 
lie ftrike chee dead. Puc vp thy fword berime^ 

Or lie fo manic you, and your cc»ftiog-Irpji; k 
That you foall thinkc the diuell js come from hell. 

Big* What wiIr thou do , reno wned Faulconbriige ? 
Second a VilhinCj and a Murthcrer? 

Huh, Lord Bigot y ] am none. 

Big, Who kill'd this Prince ? 

Hub* s Tis not an hom e fince I left him well: 

I honour’d him, llouMUim^nd will weepe 
My date of life ouz t for his fwcecc lines Ioffe, 

Sal Truft not tbofe cunning watmofhiseyes p 
For villanic isnot without luch rheume, 

And he* long traded in it 3 makes it feerne 
Likt; Riuers of remorfe and innoceneie. 

Away with me, all you whofe fouies abhorre 
Th a vncleanly fauours ofaSlaughrer-houfej 
For I am ftifled with thisfmcll of finne. 

Big. h way > toward to the Dolphin thcre- 

^.There telthekihg^hemay inquire vs out, Ex L&rds ., 
^.Here’s a good woiichknewyouofthis fairework? 
Beyond the infinite and boimdldfe reach ofmercie, 

(Ifthou didft this deed ofdcath) art^ damffd 
Hub Do but heare me fir* 

Baft. Ha? lie tell thee what. 

Thou'rtdamn'd as blacky nay nothing is fo blacke 5 
Thou art more deepe damn'd then Prince Lucifer ; 

There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell 
As thou fHa.lt bc^ if them didft kill this childe. 

Hub, Vpon my foule- 
Baft* Ifthou didft but confcnt 
To this moft crucll Aft ; dobucdifpaire, 

And if thou wanfftaCord, thefmalleft thred 
"That euer Spider twifted from her wombe 
Will ferue ro ftrangle thee; A rufh will be abeame 
To hang thee on- Or would ft thou drowne thy lelfc. 

Put but a little water in a fpoone. 

And it fliall be as all the Ocean, 

Enough to ftiflefucha villaincvp. 

I do fufpeft thee very greeuoufly. 

BwA If I in aft, confentyer fintfe of thought. 

Be guihi^ofthe ftcaling that fweete breath 
Which was-emboundedm this beauteous day. 

Let hell want paines enough to torture me; 

I left hint well. 

Baft* Go, beare him in thine ar-mesr j 

I am amaz’d me thinkes, andloofemy way 
Among the thornes^nd dingersoi this world* 

b 3 How [ 
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